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POETICS 


Let  Not  the  Poet  Fear 

It's  easy  to  quarrel 
with  everyone  and  everything 
or  to  snuggle  the  universal  dove 
with  the  olive  in  its  beak. 

Not  these  certainties  ! 

Let  not  the  poet  fear 

the  doubt  of  the  eaves-spout. 


The  Poet 

Even  the  poet  wants 
the  honors  of  the  academy 
the  authority  of  a  professor 
the  bishop's  mitre. 

Still,  he  steps  back  pale 

when  these  come  to  him 

divests  himself 

like  a  deciduous  tree 

takes  the  boat 

goes  out  to  the  open  sea 

and  there  vies 

between  heaven  and  earth 

prey  to  the  lightning 

spoil  of  the  waves 

companion  to  the  dumb  fish 

the  halcyon's  foster  brother 

the  poet. 


Orpheus  &  Eurydice 

For  Ed 

Eurydice 

The  ancient  poets  told  lies 

deliberately  I  went  down  to  Hades 

and  quenched  my  mortality 

in  the  waters  of  Acheron. 

You  stayed,  Oφheus,  to  lament 

Eurydice  circumscribed 

and  so  the  Maenads  of  Dionysos 

ripped  you  apart 

you  sinned,  poor  wretch, 

you  were  set  on  outdoing  nature. 

Orpheus 

Deliberately  I  sang  the  tragedy 

of  the  individual's  existence; 

for  me  the  poets 

did  not  tell  lies,  clever  woman. 

I  lost  you,  yes,  but  don't  ask  me 

in  the  leveling  of  Death 

to  find  you  again. 

Bodiless,  the  head  you  once  adored 

still  sings  and  sings 

while  the  river  of  time  carries  it  along. 

Do  not  ask  me  to  transcend  the  moment 

without  it  I  do  not  exist. 


Biography 

1.    PROPHECY 

He  was  prophesying  with  his  face  to  the  wind 

with  him  the  edgy  moon 

implacable,  centripetal  presence 

had  burned  the  clouds 

was  now  eating  off  his  flesh. 

"When  Glauce  lies  down  to  sleep 

my  God,  I  feel  guilty 

for  your  men  you  have  fashioned 

so  many  other  women 

for  your  boats  navigable  seas 

for  your  ghosts  good  hiding  places 

still,  Glauce  sits  rotting  in  the  parlor 

waiting  for  her  precious  groom." 


10 


2.    MATURITY 

His  fears  have  now  decayed 
like  ripe  fruit  they  have  fallen 
in  his  boyhood  diary 
he  has  definitively  buried  them. 

On  the  other  hand,  the  day  promises 

not  something  special  and  unexpected 

but  the  wealth  of  noontime 

beneath  any  tree 

the  sudden  sight  of  a  ship 

of  a  wheel  to  the  edge  of  the  road 

the  sky's  rain  is  also 

but  an  innocent  distraction 

in  the  sleepy  neighborhood. 

That  song  did  not  stay  on  his  lips 
like  a  v^ld  colt  it  charged  forward 
kicked  up  the  dust  of  years 
and  that  unrest  worth  mountains 
settled  on  the  streets. 
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3.    SYMPATHY 

Feel  sympathy  for  the  cloud  in  his  eyes 

it  is  the  rain  of  tomorrow 

feel  sympathy  for  the  wrinkles  on  his  lips 

they  are  his  fiery  speech 

notice  only  his  step 

with  the  weight  of  withering  time 

proclaim  him  patron  and  benefactor 

throw  a  gold  crown  on  his  head 

he,  with  his  hand  touching  his  ribs 

searches  for  his  first  cradle 

feels  the  statues 

traverses  the  museum. 
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4.    THE  FALLEN  ANGEL 

He  coiled  a  fire-red  string 

around  his  hardy  neck 

snakeHke  he  moved  about  in  the  crowd 

took  aim  with  a  rubber  sling 

broke  window  panes 

did  other  damage  too. 

There,  a  fallen  angel  he  has  now  arrived 
with  the  very  old,  the  ruined 
sandbank  of  his  soul 
like  a  rodent  he  has  thrown  himself 

on  the  passatempo* 
and  oh,  how  he  would  like  to  rest 
collapse  into  the  well  of  sleep. 


*Roasted  pumpkin-seed. 
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5.    THE  STATUE-THIEF 

If  only  he  became  a  statue-thief 

loaded  statues  into  boats 

sailed  out  on  the  open  sea 

there  mid  the  sound  of  waves 

among  monsters  and  elements 

unveiled  them. 

The  ocean  would  come  to  die 

Poseidon  would  breathe  his  last 

laying  down  his  majestic  trident 

and  then  statues  would  begin  to  fall  one  by  one 

their  heads  glowing  ruddy  in  the  sun 

with  calm  reflection. 
If  only  he  became  a  statue-thief! 
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Ritual 

You  make  unmake  your  bed 

solemnly  brush  the  dust  from  your  shoes 

throw  it  on  your  head  and  grieve. 

So  you  model  yourself  on  the  Old  Testament 

Homer  the  yonder  times? 
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Self-Portrait 

I  was  always  an  alien 

deracine,  partaker  in  Hellenism 

and  Latinism,  godfather 

to  likely  uprisings 

foster  brother  of  the  halcyon 

traveler  and  fugitive 

faithful  to  intuition 

ever  chasing  the  more  real 

with  my  feet  in  the  void 

excited,  captive 

iconoclastic  devotee  of  icons 

the  feeblest  of  men 

always  refracted 

from  diverse  prisms 

the  independent  one,  the  walker 

the  reasonable  man  of  fate. 
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MAZES 


The  Balloon 

When  you  squeeze  the  balloon 
you  challenge  the  air. 
It  will  blow  back  its  fury 
in  your  face. 
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Unpredictable  Morning 

Unpredictable  morning 

emerging  from  the  craters  of  night 

fierce  morning  in  an  empty  mirror 

with  the  history  reviewed 

the  sea  once  more  poured  in  the  same  mold. 
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The  Black  and  White 

The  black  and  white  of  life  pursue  me 

whether  I  run  here  or  there 

the  black  bat 

nervously  displays  for  me  its  white  breast. 
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The  Deer 

The  deer  perish. 
In  the  wooded  areas 
formerly  virginal 
see!  there  wander  beasts 
supposedly  tamed. 
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My  Brothers  in  the  Flesh 

Your  eyes,  my  brothers  in  the  flesh, 

sometimes  resemble  stars 

but  your  lazy  legs 

are  stirred  by  no  supernatural  weight 

you  spare  the  pain,  simpletons, 

and  the  smile,  you  climb  on 

fat  sea-monsters  and  go 

you  consecrate  your  works  with  a  clock 

yet  the  crisis  is  near 

barely  above  your  heads 

which  you  smarten  up 

with  lilies  and  plumes. 
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Afterwards  the  Leaves  Snapped 

Afterwards  the  leaves  snapped  and  fell  like  rain 
furtive  spun  the  light  on  the  unexpected  surface 
which  they  quickly  showed  before  they  fell 
and  the  air  stirred  up  a  broken  feather 
there  in  the  geometric  pattern  of  their  fall. 
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Chairs  in  a  Row 

The  chairs  in  a  row 
cheap  in  their  tottering  expectation 
with  paint  cracked  Hke  whores  who  lost 
their  first  youth. 
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Rediscovery 

At  last  I  find  again 

that  none  took  me  into  his  garden 

no  king  led  me  to  his  inner  chambers 

I  am  left  alone,  with  the  rhythmic 

mystifying 

beat  of  my  heart. 
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Death 

You  have,  I  think,  overrated  death 
your  expertise  in  sorrow  sets  traps  for  you 
your  cognition  is  destruction 
your  armor  a  child's  plaything. 
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Gray  Airplane 

The  gray  airplane  took  off 

it  will  spray  the  surrounding  region 

the  insects  worry,  the  troublesome  mosquitoes. 

Wicked  fungi,  your  end  has  come. 
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The  Almighty 

The  Almighty  throws  His  dice 

and  blasts  your  sad  heads  with  lightning 

throws  fire,  bums  the  scrub  bush 

fuses  the  feather  to  the  rock 

thickens  your  withered  face 

into  tortoise  shell 

rots  your  absurd  offshoots 

paralyzes  your  entrciils 

sprays  your  sinful  eyes 

with  DDT. 
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Journey 

The  windows  stream 

life  grows  impatient 

new  steps  approach  me 

deafening  steps  out-distance  me 

and  I  fight  to  go  on  living 

in  the  eyes  of  people 

to  reach  the  promised  resolution 

while  the  earth  is  rinsed  with  rain 

and  the  top  of  the  road 

is  only  a  given  distance  on  the  map. 
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I  Do  Not  Progress 

I  do  not  walk  the  line 
to  some  visible  end, 
I  snake  my  way  inside 
inescapable  circles. 

This  revelation  did  not  come  to  me 

with  maturity. 

It  had  always  been  there, 

in  the  muted  sobs 

of  my  childhood, 

the  inflammations 

of  adolescence, 

the  oyster-shells  of  my  later  years. 

Yes,  I  was  born 

as  I  still  am  today. 

You  would  call  this  fate. 
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Necessity 

I  must  endure,  then 

reflect,  persist 

chisel  feathers  on  my  tired  limbs 

smooth  the  cracks 

hold  my  gravestone  and  smile. 
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Heavy  Heart 

My  heart  is  heavier  than  iron* 

my  face  yellow  amber 

a  burning  bush  in  my  memory 

as  the  flaky  scales  of  supplication 

come  loose  and  fall 

the  haylofts  catch  fire 

the  cages  lose  their  shape 

the  omission  dots  multiply. 


*  Reminiscence  of  a  Greek  popular  song, 
"As  heavy  as  iron  in  my  heart  today.  " 
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What 

What  does  the  wind  say  unseen? 

He  blows  faceless 

despite  the  poets 

clothed  with  dust  or  smoke, 

invades  even  the  cells  of  our  brain 

shakes  our  teeth  by  the  roots 

whistles  in  our  ears 

from  dowTi  dark  tunnels. 

What  does  the  wand  say 

what  does  the  rain  say 

what  do  the  other  elements  say? 

They  spoke  once.  .  .to  Francis.* 


"St.  Francis  of  Assist,  13th-century  Italian  mystic. 
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HYMNS 


He 

Beyond  the  brook  of  Cedron* 
he,  the  most  mysterious, 
once  walked. 

Tireless  machines 

strong  street-barriers 

and  you,  steel  birds  of  the  ciir, 

get  you  behind  me! 

The  memory  of  him  now  possesses  me. 


'cf.  St.  John  18.1. 
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Lenten  Song 

Fruits  may  grow  in  their  rinds 

water  may  run  in  its  channel 

yet  night  drags  itself  upon  my  day 

constantly  wolfing  it  down. 

I  am  therefore  leaning  against  your  neck, 

Ο  Lent, 

ready  to  stay  between  your  breasts, 

and  let  the  northwind  rise 

and  let  the  southwind  roar 

let  them  annihilate  my  ships. 

I  will  bury  my  dead  in  time 
and  resurrect  him. 
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Mary 

Mary,  long-used  name, 

I  intend  to  write  your  name 

on  all  the  walls 

to  decorate  your  title 

with  asterisks  and  darts. 

Where  there  is  a  garden  you  are  there, 

your  lovely  hand, 

where  there  is  a  grave,  you  are  there, 

your  lamp. 
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Miracle 

Our  Lady  on  the  bus 

is  an  unusual  phenomenon 

that's  why  even  the  daily  routine 

is  overturned,  the  coach  goes  to  the  museum, 

is  carefully  washed,  rinsed  off  - 

a  mundane  vehicle  but  choice 

which  shines  full  of  memory, 

has  ended  its  work  auspiciously, 

while  those  who  saw  Her, 

Our  Lady  the  Phaneromeni,* 

pursue  their  lives  as  before 

bury  the  memory  inside  themselves 

stampede  onto  the  busses. 


'The  Greek  participial  adjective  Phaneromeni  'Who-Consents- 
to-be-Seen '  is  one  of  the  Virgin 's  sacred  names. 
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Rosary 

Brother  monk,  how  much  is  the  rosary? 
He  who  pities  the  poor  gives  to  God 
wash  my  dirty  feet 
tomorrow  we'll  celebrate  the  Virgin's  day.* 


Verses  in  the  original  poem  rhyme  AABB. 
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ESCAPES 


I  Return 

I  return  to  my  body 

as  fish  go  back 

swimming  against  the  stream 

though  the  Eskimos  then  spear  them 

by  setting  crafty  traps. 

I  return  to  my  body, 

deceitful  plaster-copies  of  history 

get  in  the  cupboard  for  a  while. 
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How  I  Tremble 

How  I  tremble  all  over 
like  a  compass  needle 
when  you  speak  to  me.  .  . 

Just  look! 

Once  more  I  resort  to  comparisons 

once  more  I  cling  to  the  life-belt 

of  art 

still  I  tremble  when  I  hear  your  voice 

there  is  the  primary  source  of  my  bein^ 
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Let's  Give 

Give  before  they  take  it  from  you  by  force 
Lady  Nature  doesn't  trifle 
She's  extremely  democratic. 

Ears  of  grain  burst  wdth  fever  when  full 
and  electric  bulbs  glow  hot 
till  they  break. 

Everything  wants  to  go  out 
with  a  bang. 
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Unforeseen 

For  George  S. 

Unforeseen,  like  all  miracles 

vulnerable  like  Caesarion* 

with  invisible  arrows  in  your  skin 

like  Sebastian** 

you  knocked  on  my  door 

and  entered. 

You  were  looking  for  simple  things 

square  things 

but  there  was  also  something  delicate  on  your  brow 

images  of  another  time  in  your  eyes 

nostalgia  of  chrysanthemums 

in  some  legendary  flower-bed 

profile  of  a  beloved  woman 

in  passion's  crescent  moon. 

And  I  wondered  what  was  the  frequency 
of  the  waves  of  your  heart. 


*  Young  son  of  Caesar  and  Cleopatra;  his  delicate  beauty  was 
celebrated  by  C.P.  Cavafy  in  the  poem  "Caesarion  ". 

**St.  Sebastian,  a  Roman  officer  who,  at  the  Emperor's 
command,  was  shot  full  of  arrows  by  pagan  soldiers. 
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Movement 

Movement  in  space  is  right, 

right  for  flesh  and  blood 

which  otherwise  clots  inside  the  veins 

and  requires,  as  they  say,  a  restoration  of  traffic. 

Grief-staunching  landscapes 

mandarin  trees  at  sunset 

rinds  of  sorrows 

which  you  hang  out  to  dry 

waters  which  gleam  on  your  skin 

tinglings  of  the  flesh 

blood  joining  the  other  blood  - 

here  the  fragrance  of  mint 

farther  on,  the  wealth  of  geranium. 

The  little  jig  of  space-time 
takes  us  tenderly  along  with  it 
movement  becomes  us  splendidly 
let  Symeon  Stylites  deny  it.* 


* 


St.  Symeon  the  Stylite,  fifth  century  ascetic  who  lived  in 
Syria  for  many  years  on  a  platform  balanced  at  the  top  of 
a  pillar  (=  Greek  stylosj.  The  height  of  the  pillar  was  increased 
over  the  years  to  some  sixty  feet. 
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Busses 

The  streets  shorten  the  distance 

the  solid  busses  come  and  g  . 

people  come  and  go 

who  enliven  the  distance 

who  effortlessly  measure  the  distance 

with  tears,  with  laughter. 
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The  Cycle  of  Seasons 

The  seasons  march  hand  in  hand 

lifting  athletic  weights 

seizing  their  bases  and  venturing  out. 

Rain  snow  and  sunshine 

and  the  cycle  is  again  complete, 

on  the  carved  Japanese  box 

with  its  primitive  designs 

on  the  skin  which  fire  burnishes 

in  the  eye  which  gathers  and  separates 

from  inside  leaves  borders  of  leaves. 
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This  Earth 

Honest  people  must  love  you 
and  acknowledge  you 
three-dimensional  monster,  Earth, 
with  your  large  shining  eyes. 
Whether  you  sit  in  the  shade 
and  nibble  your  presented  food 
or,  with  your  big  arms, 
make  the  desert  kneel 
you  remain  the  same,  unchanged 
in  your  miraculous  naivete 
your  wise  domesticity, 
great  three-dimensional  monster, 
you  who  charm  honest  men 
at  some  felicitous  moment. 
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The  Grocery  Store 

You  might  say  that  the  grocery  store  blossomed 

and  the  sundry  foods  displayed  behind  the  glass 

got  air  and  life  blossomed  inside - 

a  mass  of  insects  and  mosquitoes, 

what  was  till  yesterday  a  corner  grocery 

has  now  become  poetic. 

It  might  also  lose  its  locale, 

thieves  might  enter,  ransack  it 

pack  off  the  goods 

to  faraway  abandoned  caves. 

The  owner,  naturally,  will  chng  to  his  old  notions 

will  throw  up  his  hands 

and  see  himself  completely  beggared. 
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The  Stoic  Escape 

His  motions  express 

the  simple  height  of  tragedy 

he  strides  in  the  wilderness  with  a  scepter, 

stoically  he  sees  the  mountains 

which  he  must  climb  and  the  ditches 

he  must  leap, 

stoically  he  carries  his  weight. 
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Waterloo-Toronto 

The  bus  runs  in  post-rainy  weather 
a  somber  landscape  glides  behind  us 
of  seventy  miles  per  hour. 

My  dear  friend,  you  are  with  me 
though  you  are  not. 

In  my  beelike  thought  I  bear  you 
precious  load  of  pollen 
onset  of  the  honeyed  comb 
and  your  spare  smile  conjures 
to  their  happy  ending 
all  cares. 

My  dear  friend,  you  are  with  me 
and  you  are  not. 

Beside  me  you  are  suddenly  seated 

your  words  caress  me,  featherlike 

and  free  from  the  nicotine 

of  conquered  feeling 

your  fingers  are  pressing  mine. 

My  dear  friend,  you  are  with  me 
though  you  are  not. 
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LANDSCAPES 


Picassoesque 

On  the  yellow  sand 
raves  a  bull 
fights  the  water 
splinters  the  rocks 
with  his  hooves 
fights  the  water 
a  bull  on  the  yellow 
sand  raves. 
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The  Youth  Who  Greeted  Me  at  the  Restaurant 

The  youth  who  greeted  me  at  the  restaurant 
was  hkeable,  more 

than  a  simple  waiter  could  be,  and  yet 
those  snobs  of  customers  tormented  him 
pretending  they  were  hard  to  please 
while  they  appeared  amply  consecrated 
to  whatever  was  cheap  and  casual. 
Sorry  I  felt  for  the  likeable  lad 
and  hated  that  company  of  snobs. 
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At  Pylos 

At  Pylos,  between  two  rains, 
I  saw  him  in  his  Sunday  clothes, 
the  friend  with  the  epic  look 
who  had  once  played  with  me 
a  hasty,  but  also  proud  game 

of  hide-and-seek 
inside  domes  and  public  courts 
in  an  arena  with  the  bull  drugged 
behind  the  glasses  of  another  view. 
Together  we  sought  the  past 
glorious  hours  in  the  briny  silence 
of  Neo  Kastro.* 


*"New  Castle, "  built  in  1572  by  the  Turks  and  later  briefly 
occupied  by  the  Venetians.  In  1825,  Ibrahim  Pasha  used 
Neo  Kastro  as  a  base  for  his  bloody  expedition  into 
Messenia.  The  famous  naval  battle  of  Navarino  (other  name 
of  Pylos)  took  place  nearby  in  1827  between  the  Turko- 
Egyptian  fleet  and  the  allied  fleet  of  France,  England,  and 
Russia,  who  were  fighting  on  behalf  of  the  Greeks. 
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Pylos 

Again  the  atmosphere  of  drama 
above  the  green  chffs 
waves  of  trees  and  grass 
out  of  the  hard  rock. 

On  the  various  heights  of  Neo  Kastro 
and  on  the  highway  across 
with  its  fleeting  shifts  of  traffic 
in  whose  belly,  like  another  Jonah, 
mortals  fill  out  their  sentences 


and  love's  venerable  robe 
spread  down  on  the  pebbles 
by  the  sea,  at  evening. 
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Olympian  Games 

The  games  at  holy  Olympia  are  not  over  yet, 

in  complicated  alternation  they  still  go  on 

without  Hellanodikes*  among  the  bushes 

near  Cronus'  hill,  down  by  the  Alpheios  river** 

the  days  rush  and  stumble 

or  grow  lazy  like  the  lizards 

in  the  venerable  buildings 

above  the  silent  gutters 

the  rocks  brood  over  the  strange  steps 

with  heavy  gasps 

raw  feelings  stamp  the  ground 

Olympia  exposes  its  flesh 

to  a  new  blood 

which  no  longer  runs  after  the  wild  olive, 

the  laurel,  the  hurrahs  of  spectators. 


*  Officials  of  the  Olympian  Games  who  supervised  athletic 
events  and  the  conduct  of  participants. 

**The  precinct  of  Olympian  Zeus  and  the  adjoining  stadium 
was  located  between  the  Cronion  'Hill  of  Cronus' and  a  bend 
of  the  Alpheios  river.  The  god  Cronus  was  Zeus'  father. 
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Mystras 

The  ruin  of  earthly  things  shines 

projected  on  a  brighter  background 

this  scion  of  Taygetus 

"strange  peak,  fragment  from  a  mountain"* 

which  the  valiant  William 

wanted  to  "make  a  fortress" 

with  its  successive  churches  (covering 

a  large  part  of  the  church  calendar) 

petrified  sheep  on  the  hillside 

like  a  nebula,  shade  of  melancholy 

settles  on  the  stone  carving 

and  gleams  darkly  on  the  icons  of  Perivleptos.** 


''The  quotation  comes  from  the  "Chronicle  ofMoreas," 
a  13-14th  century  chronicle  in  verse  of  the  Prankish 
conquest  ofMoreas,  or  Peloponnesos.  William  was  known 
as  William  the  Conqueror. 

''A  14th-century  cruciform  church  whose  fame  rests  on  its 
carefully  executed  frescoes.  The  adjective  perwleptos 
literally  means  "conspicuous. " 
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Nestor's  Palace 

Faint  rain  on  the  mounds  of  Nestor,* 

the  mythic  palace  obediently  submits 

to  the  rain -proof  canopy** 

a  basic  house  arrangement 

the  luxury  of  the  bath 

the  countless  wine  jars 

which  are  carefully  kept 

even  though  empty,  in  the  museum  at  Chora*** 

the  fortified  site,  the  couple 

who  keep  me  company 

with  their  nestorian  problems - 

obviously  they  came  to  consult  old  Nestor, 

he  pretends  not  to  see 

nods  his  head  in  agreement 

stretches  complacently  on  his  tomb 

bears  well  his  "Wise  man"  appellation. 


*  Nestor  was  the  oldest  and  most  garrulous  of  the  Achaean 
chieftains  in  Homer's  Iliad. 

**The  Mycenaean  remains  may  have  been  the  royal  palace 
of  Homeric  Pylos,  an  area  several  kilometers  north  of 
present-day  Pylos,  or  Navanno. 

***A  town  north  of  the  archaeological  site,  which  also 
includes  several  tholos,  or  beehive,  tombs. 
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The  House 

Through  the  keyhole  of  the  house 

silence  flows  like  honey  in  dhiples* 

this  house  does  not  countenance  the  manners 

of  a  greedy  imagination 

rejects  supplementals 

the  very  reverend,  learned  anteroom 

converses  with  its  komboloi** 

the  armchairs  are  for  you  to  sit  in 

you  step  on  the  floor  as  well  as  sleep  on  it 

on  the  palate  of  the  ceiling 

you  secretly  articulate  your  words 

outside,  the  dust-storm  of  time  passes  and  is  gone. 


*  Pastries  of  deep-fried,  folded  dough  which  are  soaked  in 
honey. 

**A  rosary-like  circle  of  beads,  the  so-called  worry -beads; 

they  are  often  toyed  with  by  Greek  men  during  conversation. 
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When  Something  Dies 

When  something  dies,  provide  a  resting  place 

the  grave  or  the  museum 

give  it  the  firs  or  pines 

Saint  Demetrius  or  Saint  Minas* 

Clytaemnestra  or  Electra. 


*  Saint  Demetrius,  the  Myrrh-Fragrant,  and  Saint  Minas,  the 
Beautiful-Sounding,  are  martyred  saints. 


67 


Vulcan  ο 

The  three-hour  walk  in  the  fields 

with  the  dwarfish  stumps  of  vines, 

the  dangerous  torrents 

which  ushered  us  to  the  northern  side  of  the  abbey,* 

and  then  the  loukoumi,   the  water 

the  plebeian  humility  of  David 

the  lenten  octopus  of  Ambrosius 

the  corpulence  of  the  reverend  rector 

the  lapse  of  Antonius  into  silence 

holy  Igoumenos  who  is  still  in  school** 

the  visitors'  book  where  (registering) 

I  feel  "a  sacred  emotion" 

the  rather  poor  library 

with  old  books  already  hard  to  decipher 

and  finally  the  view 

toward  the  twin  tablelands  of  Messenia 

near  the  peak  of  mount  Ithomi 

where  is  also  the  abbey's  old  catholicon.*** 


*  Monastery  of  Vulcano  on  the  eastern  slope  of  mount 
Ithomi,  a  peak  that  dominates  the  two  plains  of  the 
prefecture  of  Messenia.  The  site  of  the  ancient  town 
Messene  is  found  on  the  opposite,  or  western,  side  of 
the  mountain. 

A  chunk  o/ loukoumi  'Turkish  Delight' and  a  glass  of 
fresh  water  are  customarily  offered  by  Greek  monks  to 
visitors  at  their  monasteries.  Tours  of  the  church  and 
library  are  also  a  regular  feature  of  monastic  hospitality. 

** Igoumenos,  the  abbot  of  the  monastery,  was  at  the  time 
a  young  monk  studying  in  Germany. 

***The  catholicon  is,  strictly  defined,  the  nave  of  a  church 
where  a  congregation  gathers  or  sits.  Here,  however,  the 
catholicon  is  an  out-chapel  which  the  monk  David 
mentioned  to  the  poet. 
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In  The  Museum  At  Volos 

In  the  museum  at  Volos* 

a  popular  vase  with  an  inscription 

written  right  to  left, 
"Philetairos  gave  me  to  Nikylos,"** 
eloquently  addresses  the  visitor 
brings  the  years  together. 

It  was  a  gift,  it  seems, 

this  little  vase 

more  or  less  like  the  pitcher  of  Dorkas*** 

like  the  carobs  of  the  peasant  woman**** 

who  gives  them  away  in  their  sack 

for  the  repose  of  her  dead. 


*  Volos,  ancient  I olcus,  is  Greece's  third  largest  port  city. 
It  is  located  in  the  prefecture  of  Thessaly. 

**This  vase,  on  display  in  the  Volos  Museum,  is  a  small 
black-banded  aryballos  'oil  flagon' dating  to  the  Classical 
period.  There  are  no  pictorial  figures  of  any  kind  on  the 
juglet.  After  it  had  been  fired,  its  pouring  neck  was 
(inadvertently  ?)  broken  off  and  the  dedicatory  inscriptio 
quoted  in  the  poem  was  roughly  scratched  in  Greek  arour 
the  broken  rim. 

The  charm  of  the  simple  graffito  is  enhanced  by  the 
etymological  meaning  o/ Philetairos,  the  donor's  name: 
"Friendly  Mate. " 

***Dorkas  was  a  woman  of  Joppa  who  spent  her  time  doing 
good  deeds  (Acts  9.36).  Here  the  poet  uses  her  name  for 
the  better  known  Samaritan  Woman  (St.  John  4. 7). 

****Carobs  are  fed  to  animals  in  Greece  and  were  eaten  by 
the  very  poor  during  the  war.  They  are  here  equivalent 
to  the  proverbial  widow's  mite. 
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Familiar  Things 

The  large  black  rocker 

in  the  towering  narrow  flat 

mute  pictures  on  the  walls 

melodious  records  at  33  rpm 

things  that  have  learned  one  another  by  heart 

away  from  the  noise 

above  the  tumult  of  the  street. 

All  these  you  know  and  also  the  lights 

above  the  city  which  first  come  up 

always  the  same  at  the  tail-end  of  day. 

You  open  the  little  window 

breeze  enters.* 


*The  original  poem  is  in  rhyming  couplets,  and  describes 
the  poet's  rental  apartment  at  the  Plaza  II  apartments  of 
Bloor  and  Yonge,  Toronto. 
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LANDMARKS 


LAKE  LOUISE 

The  color  of  this  water 

set  off  by  the  glaciers  above 

is  your  new  tremplin. 

In  ages  past 

hatchet-faced  beasts 

must  have  paused  here 

in  between  meals 

to  gaze  wistfully 

at  the  lake 

and  meditate  for  a  fleeting  second 

on  the  insomnia  of  existence. 

Spruce-looking  tourists 

that  now  crowd 

on  the  cosy  beaches, 

do  they  notice  it 

the  lake's  tonality 

this  mineral-clad  effervescence? 

Lakes  are  the  eyes  of  the  earth 
tremulous  escalators 
for  mythical  descents. 

Hemmed  in  by  the  wind 

and  the  crowd 

you  have  returned 

to  the  water's  edge 

to  look  wistfully  at  its  color 

set  off  by  the  glaciers  above. 
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NORTHERNERS 

Wrapped  in  my  parka 

cringing  in  my  newly  found  wilderness 

implacable  god-limbed  country 

I  watched  them  with  awe 

roll  the  car  off  banks  of  snow 

breaking  with  beer-like  negligence 

the  icy  air. 

Such  elemental  scenes  defy  the  camera 
trying  to  photograph 
would  be  like  shoplifting. 

Dogs  yapping  at  the  hidden  beasts 
children  in  hoods  playing  on  piles  of  snow 
as  on  a  silvery  sandbeach. 
Vulcan  turned  Santa  Glaus 
hewing  the  ice  into  tiny  cinderellas 
carrying  them  on  his  sleigh 
over  some  frozen  lake 
frozen  but  not  frostbitten. 
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CNE  IMPRESSIONS 

You  root  about  erratically 
in  the  motley  crowd 
with  a  camera 
which  you  must  control 
like  a  child. 

There  are  many  exotic  foods 
for  sale 

the  tilt  being  towards 
the  magic  hamburger. 
Guarda  e  passa. 

The  floating  ironies 

of  the  Kinderland 

will  arrest  you 

for  ten  minutes. 

Here  you  don't  witness  force 

on  screen 

but  let  it  come 

and  tease  out  of  your  limbs 

a  flock  of  birds 

which  you  then  invite  back 

to  the  boutique  of  your  mind. 

You  like  best  the  waterama 

that  perfect  syntax 

of  water  and  air 

that  life  as  it  ought  to  be 

in  some  Elysian  Field 

beyond  the  turnstile 

of  death. 
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PIONEER  VILLAGE 


Every  thing  flo  ws 
Heracleitos 


Everything  flows  into  the  future 
to  give  and  take  things  are  made 
suffrageous  nature  sees  to  that: 
ears  of  com  survive  their  fullness 
electric  bulbs  their  voltage. 

Yet  this  pioneer  village 
is  sailing  towards  the  past: 
in  underground  chambers 
old-fashioned  bread 
intoxicates  the  air 
while  in  sheds  flirting  with  ivy 
industrious  ladies  of  the  loom 
help  yards  of  cloth  grow  slowly 
like  plants. 

Is  time  a  two-way  street? 

No,  says  the  pioneer  mill 
that  keeps  recycling  water, 
if  anything  it's  a  circle. 
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ESPERIDES* 

Herakles  was  keen  on  labors 
and  would  have  come  even  here 
to  get  his  apples.** 

The  apples  are  now  golden  lumps 
of  sound,  traveled  wide 
by  electronic  amplifiers 
these  semi-divine  genies 
of  a  transfigured  time. 

Bouzouki,  piano,  drums,  guitar 
prop  up  the  sea-borne  tunes 
and  rugged  harmonies 
amid  the  serving  of  cafe  frappd 
and  chunks  of  flaky  baklava. 

The  Esperides  were  Vesper's  daughters 
sprightly  nymphs  of  the  exotic  West. 
Their  living  doubles  now  recline 
on  low  chairs  and  benches 
silently  looped  around  the  arms 
of  the  Heraklidae*** 
or  chatting  with  them 
in  genial  submission  — 
a  persisting  patriarchy. 


*  Greek  cafe  in  Toronto. 

**The  allusion  is  to  Herakles 's  twelfth  labor,  The  apples  of 
the  Hespendes. 

***That  is,  the  (modem)  descendants  of  the  hero. 
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PORTRAITS 


A  PORTRAIT 

She  is  wearing  her  youth  well 
no  ad  balloons  around  her  body 
of  creamy  complexion. 
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THE  LADY  WHO  PLAYS  THE  PIANO 

Nothing  she  plays 

is  really  designed 

to  be  heard 

yet  modes  and  moods 

of  centuries 

get  prodded  out  of  somnolence 

in  her  adagio. 

She  no  longer  feigns  youth 
but  likes  a  younger  presence 
across  the  low  coffee-table 
the  span  of  her  cat's  leap. 

Umbrageous  alleys  in  her  mind 

lead  us,  her  and  me 

her  silent  partner 

to  areas  now  placed 

on  microfilm 

old  hunting  grounds 

long  cordoned  off. 

The  piano  obliges 
like  a  bonneted  maid 
a  little  hard  on  the  ears. 
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ADIDAS 

The  dusky  skins  on  Yonge  Street 
somehow  look  out  of  place 
where  there  are  no  palm  groves. 

Yet 

no  nostalgia  shoots  stars 

on  ebony  hair 

no  tropical  waters 

lap  at  the  calfs 

charcoal  eyes  are  tuned 

to  place  and  time. 
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THE  STREET  BUM 

His  hair  is  like  weeds 
framing  salt  lagoons  of  eyes 
His  lips  are  clashing  rocks 
of  nervous  silence. 

All  he  wishes  for 
is  a  quarter! 
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A  NEW  ICARUS 


For  S.L.,  who  studied 
aviation  in  Canada 


His  large  and  lively  eyes 
hint  at  a  kaleidoscope  of  emotions 
you  catch  a  rainbow  at  its  formation 
over  his  lithe  limbs. 

He  flies  up 

too  close  to  the  sun 

while  he  is  courted  by  the  land 

and  flirts  with  the  distant  sea. 

He  still  flies  and  floats 

between  yesterday 

and  today 

capture 

and  surrender 

friendship 

and  sex 

he  still  flies  in  uniform 

searching  for  the  other  uniform 

of  love. 
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ο  HYLAS* 

Ο  Hylas, 

why  didn't  you  run  from  those  nymphs 

stepping  from  sHmy  stone 

to  slimy  stone 

in  the  floor  of  the  river? 

Impetuous  youth 

will  burn  for  a  shackled 

Czechoslovakia 

or  drug  itself  for  a  dead 

Lennon. 

Nature 

cruel  balancer  of  accounts 

prefers  the  young 

entrusts  the  old 

to  the  spurious  care  of  beds. 

It  is  to  me  you  are  lost,  though 
Ο  Hylas, 

your  dramatic  exit  from  my  life 
hurt  a  lot. 

Yet,  why  should  I  heroize  you 
when  you  neither  burned 
nor  took  poison  for  anybody? 
You  only  followed  meekly 
those  nymphs. 


*  Hylas  was  a  page  to  Herakles  during  the  voyage  of  the 
Argonauts.  At  Cios,  he  went  to  fetch  water  and  was  pulled 
into  the  spring  by  its  nymphs,  who  fell  in  love  with  his  beauty 
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TIME     ANALOGUES 


THE  LAME  SONNET 

Bring  me  the  love 
of  a  mint  leaf 
of  a  maple  leaf 
you,  ruffled  dove 

of  time. 
Untangle 
from  this  jungle 
the  pine 

of  silence  pregnant 
stillness  mature 
a  vision  regnant 

in  the  azure 
Mallarmean  verses - 
Fuir!  la- bos  fuir! 
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THE  OLD  ALBUM 

The  nuts  and  bolts  of  your  life 
are  here  in  this  tiny  album 
with  the  frayed  edges 
crumbling  flower  petals 
hold  musty  pages  together. 

Harpoons  are  no  longer  poised 

but  at  rest 

storms  languish 

in  their  mythical  sack 

rhododendrons  have  grown  used 

to  the  shade. 

You  can  relax  on  artifice 

on  passions  harnessed 

by  the  ticking  clock. 
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A  NEW  GOD 

Traces  of  remorse  on  the  leaves 
ligatures  of  a  new  divinity 
petroleum. 
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THE  RAPE  OF  THE  MOON 

Ο  venerable  moon 
a  mine  you  used  to  be 
for  imagination 
you  are  now  food 
for  test  tubes. 
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ΡΟΡυίΑΉΟΝ  MOVEMENTS 

In  the  crusades 

people  moved  from  West  to  East 

to  liberate  the  Holy  Lands 

from  the  infidel 

and  also  get  richer. 

Later 

they  moved  from  East  to  West 

again  to  strike  it  rich 

but  also  in  order  to  release 

the  best  in  their  nature 

breathe  life  into  still-born  dreams 

dire  necessity  playing 

the  part  of  mid-wife. 

Both  groups  partly  succeeded 
as  life  partly  succeeds. 

History  night-born 
and  star-watched 
drives  on 
full  of  greed 
and  idealism 
acquisitive  and  wasteful 
grasping  at  reality 
given  to  ballads 
moving  from  euphemism 
to  dysphemism 
and  vice-versa. 
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FROM  GAUGUIN  TO  MOORE 

Primitivism  is  touching  roots 
atoning  for  the  paternal  sin 
paving  the  way  for  the  analyst. 

The  eye  must  grow  tactile 
to  suffer  crudely  shaped  forms 
in  wood  (a  lumberjack's  showcase) 
in  stone,  in  bronze,  and  iron. 

The  sign  "Please,  do  not  touch" 

invites  touch 

but  you  recoil  from  touching 

it  is  the  eye  that  must  play  this  part 

the  eye  will  grow  tactile 

and  will  even  feel  the  vibrations 

in  Constantin  Brancusi's  The  Kiss. 
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SIMONE  MARTINI'S  ANNUNCIATION* 

The  angel  plays  his  part  well 
centuries  of  mythopoeic  resolution 
prepared  him  well  for  the  job. 

The  angel  with  visible  wings 
so  similar  to  those  of  birds 
fed  to  mess  on  public  squares. 

Exit  the  angel 

and  keep  Maria 

diffident  look  in  retiring  face 

a  newly  felt  nudity  beneath  the  garment 

before  a  god  intent  on  impregnating  women 

for  ever  and  ever. 

Que  sera  sera 

she  spells  out  the  words 

rehearsed  countless  times 

while  the  Mater  Dolorosa 

surfaces  on  her  face 

wisdom  kicking  inside  of  her 

so  many  artists 

so  many  preachers 

so  many  minds  pressing  down  on  her 

anchoring  on  her  womb 

fingers  of  fear. 
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SIMONE 2. 

It's  all  so  ordinary 
and  miracles  only  stress 
the  rule  of  life  and  death. 

No,  she  doesn't  want  it 

and  would  rather  have  an  office  career  as  a  Ms. 

now  that  her  duties  at  the  temple  are  over. 

And  yet,  Maria  is  already  yielding 
as  all  other  women  have  done  before 
a  mother  she  is  going  to  be. 

Virginity  conquered  is  wisdom  surrendered 
incarnation  is  to  give  up  prayer 
for  procreation 
the  great  mystery. 


"Simone  Martini,  Italian  painter  of  the  fourteenth  century. 
His  "Annunciation"  is  in  the  Uffizi  Gallery  of  Florence. 
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A  HAIRY  POEM 

"Hair,"  the  musical 

is  a  post-dated  homage 

to  Berenice's  Plokamos* 

to  Catherine  McNamara  Merieult's  coiffure** 

and,  turning  the  esthetic  tables, 

to  the  Cretan  widow's  sacrificial  hair 

put  to  practical  use 

made  into  a  rope 

for  tying  woodsticks.*** 

"Hair,"  the  musical 

that  trivial  foreshortening 

of  older  values 

proclaims  the  enduring  charm 

of  hair 

the  intimate  commodity  of  hair 

which  we  are  ready  to  dispose 

but  also  eager  to  grow  back. 


*The  Alexandrian  poet  Kallimachos  wrote  an  ode  to 
celebrate  the  naming  of  a  star  "Berenice's  curl"  by 
(^een  Berenice's  husband,  Ptolemy  the  Third  of  Egypt, 
in  the  third  century  B.C. 

**  "Catherine  McNamara  Merieult  was  endowed  with  a 
glorious  head  of  shining  red  hair.  When  she  was  in  Paris 
with  her  husband,  she  was  approached  by  an  emissary 
from  the  Emperor  Napoleon...  asking  for  her  hair.  Eager 
to  effect  an  alliance  with  a  somewhat  reluctant  Sultan  of 
Turkey  who  wished  to  present  to  one  of  the  favorites  of 
his  harem  a  wig  of  light,  bright  color,  his  Majesty  saw  the 
opportunity  to  score  a  great  diplomatic  victory  with 
Madame's  crowning  glory.  But  Madame  refused,  though 
Napoleon  offered  a  castle... "  (From  the  New  Orleans 
Tourist  Guide). 
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A  HAIRY  POEM  ....  2 


***A  Cretan  woman,  left  a  widow  during  the  Second  World 

War,  sacrificed  her  long  hair  in  memory  of  her  dead  husband 
in  the  way  the  poem  describes. 
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THE  CRAFTY  POEMS 


POETIC  POLICY 

In  your  lyric  duels 

with  the  half-hidden  opponent 

there  are  moments 

when,  like  a  bug 

or  a  small  animal, 

you  cheat  the  heights 

feign  death 

stretch  still 

in  some  imaginary  coffin 

and,  chewing  on  the  popcorn 

of  memory, 

prepare  for  the  next  move. 
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WHY  POETRY 

Why  poetry,  if  you  please? 

The  modern  Sibyl  asked  rhetorically 
wdth  a  firm  hand  on  the  tea  kettle 
already  whistling  poetically. 
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I  DECLARE 

Too  many  declarations 

to  file: 

political 

taxational 

Sartrean 

Mae  Western. 

Statements 

with  strange  verbcJs 

in  odd  positions. 

Always,  though 

with  an  edge 

a  half-expressed  question. 

Is  the  ice-age 
coming? 
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WITH  THE  CURRENT 

Feted  by  silk-blue  waters 

and  cradled  in  the  balmy  basket  of  the  air 

we  hope  to  attain  goals 

set  by  mottoes  on  sundials. 

The  world  makes  us  shapely 

as  a  cup  makes  a  statue 

of  water. 

Our  toes  duplicate  reassuringly 

our  fingers. 

If  we  can't  strike  a  harp 

we  can  kick  off  Christmas  cards 

footpainted. 

We  can  sail  with  the  current. 
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CANDOR 

With  the  ambiguous  sureness 
of  a  puppeteer 
he  orders  us 
waiters  and  guests 
around. 

He  made  his  money 
in  the  stock  market 
pulHng  invisible  strings 
with  eager  fingers 
not  yet  arthritic. 

Life  is  full  of  lotteries 

he  says 

waiting  for  the  winners. 

We  refrain  from  drawing 

any  Dickensian  morals 

and  raise  instead 

spoonfuls  of  a  delicious  soup 

to  our  mouths 

with  steady  fingers 

not  yet  arthritic. 
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THE  ODD  POEMS 


COHABITATION 

The  Coleus  Blumei  overwhelmed  the  Geranium. 

Strange  bedfellows 
or  rather  potfellows. 

Why  did  I  set  them  together 
inside  the  same  lump  of  soil 
by  the  high  window 
facing  the  straight  cactus 
of  the  CN  Tower 
and  a  patch  of  the  lake 
distant  and  fuzzy  mirror 
of  an  uncertcdn  sky? 

My  drive  for  new  combinations 
I  guess 

wringing  nature 
into  untried  knots 
Gordian  knots. 

I  should  have  taught 

those  two  plants 

to  live  together 

I  should  have  lifted 

the  evil  eye 

from  each  other's  shadow 

let  the  water  caress 

those  roots 

with  the  same 

silent  impartiality. 
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AN  EROTIC  POEM 

Your  cries  of  love 

put  me  on  edge 

to  sound  the  depths  of  your  psyche 

besides  those  of  your  wilHng  body. 

You've  suddenly  become 

an  Everest  for  me 

to  climb 

and  a  Bermuda  Triangle 

to  probe. 

Of  course  I  must  take  things 

in  their  stride 

and  not  confuse 

your  ups  with  your  downs. 

Your  Everest  may  prove 

a  low  hill 

and  your  Bermuda  Triangle 

a  pool  of  rain. 

Maybe. 

Yet  at  this  confluence  of  time 
your  cries  of  love 
put  me  on  edge. 
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HALLOWEEN 

The  bank  teller  is  dressed  as  Nosferatu. 

He  shows  me  his  teeth 

I  show  him  my  savings 

in  a  mustard-colored  booklet 

and  a  deposit  slip 

with  a  two-digit  figure 

scribbled  on  it. 

He  adds  the  zeros 

then  I  see  his  raven-black  cape 

sway  towards  a  computer. 

He  (that  is,  the  computer) 
crunches  my  deposit 
and  gulps  it  dovvm- 
another  blood  transfusion. 

"Of  course,  you  may  have 

your  blood 

pardon  me,  your  money  back 

at  any  time" 

Nosferatu  tells  me 

with  teeth  receding  into  their  sockets. 

I  respond 

with  a  toothy  smile  of  my  own. 
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BETWEEN  CALCULATIONS 

That  overflow  of  sentiment 

of  pure  surrender 

hedged  by  the  mauve  of  composure 

and  the  grey  of  convention! 

It  starts  in  small  breaths 
then  gains  momentum 
the  axle  turns 
the  moon  is  exposed 
flooded  by  the  sun's  warmth. 

That  overflow  of  sentiment 
between  its  checkered  borders! 
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On  George  Thaniel's  Poems  in  English  (1979) 

The  Classical  aura  that  comes  through 
[these  poems]  is  very  pleasant. 

-  Northrop  Frye 


On  George  Thaniel's  Beyond  the  Moment  (1983) 

[The  translator]  Phinney  captures  the  essence  of 

Thaniel's  polysemous  and  paradoxical  style*. 

allusive  but  immediate,  evocative  and  concrete  at  once, 

rich  yet  spare.  ,  .  .Although  many  of  the  poems  seem 

almost  casual,  they  are  like  pebbles  polished  by 

tirelessly  returning  tides. 

-Thalia  Pandiri 
Smith  College 
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